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None - one shot 


My bedroom. 20:30 tonight. 


James stared at the note in his hands; the note that Dave had passed him under the table that morning, when 
they had been having breakfast. He swallowed and glanced at his watch. 20:28. It wouldn't do to be late. Or 


early, for that matter. James knew from experience that Dave liked him to be exactly on time. 


James' heart beat quickly as he stared at the wooden door in front of him. The apartment was quiet, 
unusually quiet for Metallica. Lars had gone out with his girlfriend and Ron was staying the night at his 


parents’ place. Only Dave and James were at home, which was why, James guessed, Dave had sent for him. 
20:30. James brushed his hair back and knocked on the door. 

"Come in" Dave called out. 

James opened the door and went inside. The curtains were drawn, even though it was still light out. Dave was 


leaning against the far wall, wearing just his jeans and socks. His ginger hair tumbled across his bare shoulders 


and there was a knowing smirk on his face. He indicated towards the door and James closed it behind him with 


a soft click 

"So James, you know why you're here?" Dave asked. 

"No", James replied, somewhat truthfully. He knew what was going to happen but he didn’t know the exact 
reason for it. It could have been a number of things. Perhaps it was because he had drunk the last can of 
beer on Tuesday and Dave had had to go out to buy more. Or maybe it was because he had used up all the 
hot water in the shower on Monday evening. Whatever the reason was, James knew that he would soon find 


out. 


"You've been getting too full of it lately" Dave said. "At our last practise session, you were awful.ordering us 


about, yelling at Lars when he went out of time, acting like you own Metallica’. 

"It is my band" James said defensively. 

‘It's Lars' band" Dave corrected. "See, you're doing it again. You need putting in your place". 
James went red but he didn't say anything. 


Dave strode over to his bed and sat down on it; the mattress giving a soft creak. "Come over here" he 


ordered. 


James felt a thrill of excitement course through him. He stood in front of Dave, hanging his head so that his 
blonde waves covered his face. This made him look both shy and vulnerable. He unconsciously fiddled with the 
bottom on his jeans and Dave licked his lips with relish. 


"Take your jeans down’, 


James popped the button undone and lowered his jeans, revealing his long, slim legs. Dave admired James’ legs 


for a minute, before nodding. 
"OK, now your underwear" he said. 


James pulled his briefs down, slowly and carefully. Dave felt a squirm of desire in his stomach and his lip 
curled. Little fucker! He's doing this on purpose. He waited until James’ briefs hit the floor, then he patted his 


lap. "Come on now, lie on my lap with your ass in the air". 


James blushed but did as he was told, shuffling closer and settling on Dave's lap. Dave pushed his t-shirt up 
to admire James' ass. Such smooth, pink cheeks. Soon they would be a fiery shade of deep red. Dave took a 
deep breath, holding his passion in check It wouldn't do to get excited too soon. James had to be punished first. 


Dave caressed James’ ass slowly and teasingly; his hand running over the supple flesh, giving James goose 
pimples on his legs. James knew that this was part of the punishment, getting him aroused, making him wait 


and not knowing when the first slap would come. The anticipation was an important part, showing James that 
Dave was totally in control of him. 


Dave suddenly slapped James’ ass hard, making him yelp. 

"Keep quiet James" Dave said sternly. "The more noise you make, the more spanks you will get". 

"Y-yes, sorry" James gasped. Dave grinned and waited a moment before slapping James’ ass again. This time, 
James gritted his teeth and kept quiet. Dave patted James thigh approvingly, before delivering another hard 


smack to his bottom. 


"You know you deserve this, don't you?" Dave said, as he continued with the punishment. "You've been bad, 


haven't you?" 

"Yeah" James panted, feeling the stinging slaps raining down on his buttocks. "Real bad!" 

"Yeah, you have. And you need this too, don't ya? You need it to keep you in line". 

"l-I really do, yeah" James said. His ass felt like it was on fire and Dave wasn't letting up for a moment. James 
squirmed about on Dave's lap but it was no good, there was no escape. There was no release for him until 
Dave decided he had had enough. 

Dave watched in fascination as James’ ass turned redder and redder beneath his onslaught of smacks. James 
was trying to keep quiet but Dave could hear him panting, from a mixture of pain and passion. His cheeks 
clenched each time they were hit, squeezing together tight but helpless. 

"Twenty nine..thirty" Dave finally said, delivering the last two smacks firmly. James went limp, letting out his 
breath in a long, weary gasp. His swollen cheeks clenched feebly; sore and so hot that Dave could almost see 
steam rising off them. 

"Are you sorry for your bad behaviour now?" Dave asked, his tone still stern 

"Yeah" James mumbled. 

"And you're gonna be good from now on?" 

"Yes, I'm. promise" James said in a small, humble voice. 

"Good" said Dave, smiling. He helped James up off his lap, as the younger guys' legs were a little wobbly. James 
staggered a little and overbalanced into Daves’ arms. This caused Dave to lose his balance and they both ended 


up lying across Dave's bed. 


"Is that your idea of being good?" Dave asked, his eyebrows raised. 


lm very good, at.some things". James chuckled and kissed Dave's cheek. 

"How good?" Dave asked. 

"You'll find out" said James, sliding his arms around Dave. He began kissing Dave's face and neck. Dave returned 
the embrace and soft kisses. The two guys squirmed about, until James was right on top of Dave. Realising 
this, Dave felt himself blush deeply. 

"Hey, who said you were going on top?" Dave asked. 

"I got to" James smirked. "My ass is too sore to lie on". 

"Huh? That's a poor excuse, | aint buy..".Dave was quickly silenced by James kissing him on the lips. Dave 
wriggled in resistance for just a few seconds, then he gave in and kissed James back. As he felt one of James’ 


hands grab his ass, Dave wondered just how much the singer had learned from his punishment. 


Not fucking much but | can worry about that later! Dave though, surrendering to his passion 
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James and Dave lay cuddled up together in Dave's bed, their eyes bright and cheeks flushed. Their clothes lay 
in a heap on the floor, except for one of James' trainers, which had somehow travelled right over to the door. 


James was still on top of Dave, stroking his soft red hair and smiling down at him. 


"You know, | don't really think that was supposed to happen" Dave murmured. "I was meant to be punishing 


you" 
"You did punish me" said James. He kissed Dave's forehead. "I learned my lesson and now | am good". 

"How did you learn it? | was meant to put you in your place” 

"And | am in my place" said James. "In your bed, with you. What better place could | be in?" 

Dave looked at James and grinned back He tried to think of something smart to say but he was too sleepy. 


James snuggled up against him, resting his head on Dave's shoulder. His eyes closed and within seconds, he was 


snoring softly. Dave chuckled and patted James' ass, before he too, drifted into a peaceful sleep. 


The End 


